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the gardens of the Via Settembre which were in full bloom like midsummer. His quarters consisted of a vestibule hung with ancient Flemish tapestries, a richly decorated salon in Florentine style, a Japanese smoking room, a luxurious bedchamber, dressing room and bath. Mine comprised a lovely bedroom in green and mauve, with bath adjoining, a study, and an enormous drawing room. These were much more formal than our rooms at Buckingham Palace, and were hung with priceless tapestries, carpeted with rugs worth a king's ransom, and filled with rare and beautiful treasures.
During the War, the Palace was used for hospital service and only the wing which housed us had been re-furnished. The rest was still full of the wounded and suffering.
Our royal hosts asked if we would go through the hospital with them, as it would mean much to the soldiers, Her Majesty adding that many of them were her own patients as she had worked there in the X-ray department during the War. She said the constant exposure to the ray had affected her arms and fingers, but that she hoped to get over the trouble.
We followed them past long rows of beds holding wasted or mutilated forms. White, eager faces brightened. I could see that the gentle presence of the Queen meant much to them, and that through her service she had changed forever the popular feeling about her Montenegrin birth. When I had been in Italy a few years before many people had told me that Italians felt they were taxed for the benefit of the Queen's country since her father, the King of Montenegro, was constantly making demands on her to support his bankrupt land. I do not state this as a fact, but only as what I was told; and as a result of it, gossip said, the Queen was unpopular. From what I now saw, however, she seemed an angel of mercy to these soldiers.
Part of the hospital contained a sort of medical museum, in which were long cases filled with plaster casts of mutilated faces, showing the marvellous work of reconstruction